THE    POST
to catch their breath, and feel that the end is near. Their
attige, or inner coat, is frozen with sweat; and as they no longer
know what to do, they do the maddest things. They strip to
take off this coat of ice, and then freeze without it. They tramp
backward and forward for two days in order not to freeze to
death; and then they topple over. Not far from where I stood
trembling, the grave of Luca was dug after he had been found
gloveless and frozen stiff.
I did not want to become one of those men: it was too stupid.
I wanted to be calm. But there were no landmarks. I had no
notion where I was. The stones I had only just seen had dis-
appeared as by enchantment. I was somebody's plaything, and
I knew now that Death had his own peculiar sense of humour.
Visibility was barely five yards. I sat down. This looks like
the end, I thought. I am a dead man. An Eskimo would have
built an igloo in this blizzard: I couldn't. I hadn't had enough
practice. I thought of those men on Herschel Island who had
been playing football just outside the settlement when a blizzard
had sprung up. They had crawled into ice-houses to escape it.
Five had frozen to death. I tried to dismiss the thought, saying
to myself that I must keep my head. Still, here I was, ten
minutes from the Post and already dead. A living dead man!
The idea amused me and I thought I must make a note of it.
But how, being dead, could I make a note of it. This little
humorous passage was useful: it furnished me momentary relief.
If you see a man in a blizzard bending over a rock you may
be sure it is me and that I am lost. The shadow that I now am
is scrutinizing that rock as soberly as it has ever stared at any-
thing in the world. It is trying to remember, saying to itself:
Have I ever seen this bit of rock before? A geologist would not
look at it half as intently. Certainly I had seen it before, but
where? When? Then, after a moment, I straightened up and
said to myself as calmly as I could, No. I do not know this bit
of stone.
Suddenly I thought I saw something and hurried towards it.
A black dot. But no, A single swift gust of wind erased it from
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